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A COLLEGE ABUSE. 

YALE gets her share of criticism, both from very 
well meaning but ill-informed persons, and from those 
qualified to criticise. We have been told that we are 
running to muscle and not to brains, that we are the most 
ill-mannered of Collegians and — what is the unkindest 
cut — that we are growing into a rich man's college. A 
fair look at the situation will show the falsity of these 
charges, but it will also reveal to the critic that there is 
ground for the accusation of undemocracy. 

It is our custom to ,boast that one gets a fair chance, 
if ever, at Yale, and, certainly, there are few communities 
where men say, with equal sincerity — " rich or poor, 
let the best man win." And yet the conditions of things 
with us are such as to evoke from a Princeton man the 
criticism of — "that nest of petty politics and secret 
society nonsense." We may answer, as to the first 
charge, that Princeton may look home, and to the second, 
that the disciples of Dr. McCosh are not qualified to 
speak ; but there the accusation remains and it would be 
hard to find a champion strong enough to remove it. 
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Does " the best man " win ? — that is the question first to 
be answered. How many " best men " win where there 
is a chance for selfish and scheming men ? Those of us 
who take pride in our Alma Mater, and especially in her 
reputation for honest manhood, must confess, with shame, 
that our social honors are very ill awarded and that men, 
who are far from representative, too often bear them. 

The elective offices in any class, for example, should be 
the most enviable prizes which can attract the Yalensian's 
eye. Every unrepresentative man who gets an office, 
whether it be the Junior Promenade Committee or the 
business management of an athletic organization or what- 
ever it be, is a reproach not only to the class, but to the 
whole university as represented by that class. The mani- 
fest failure of the undergraduate body in these particulars 
bids us be silent when the Princeton critic speaks. Let 
us then frankly confess that we are " a nest of petty 
politics," that many of us go about with the sole aim of 
winning a social success, and that therefore we do not 
meet our fellows on a frank and cordial basis. 

There have been among us — within the memory of 
man — certain pretentious gentlemen who would not deign 
to speak to fellow students with whom they have been 
bench fellows, perhaps for terms. That is a very start- 
ling statement, a chill to every true democratic heart, 
incredible to many, but the facts will bear it out. It 
would seem that no such attitude could be assumed by a 
far-sighted politician, that lack of friendliness and of 
fundamental charity would be considered the most damn- 
able, of traits with us; and yet we find persons with no 
better claims sharing equal honors with the man of brains 
and with the athlete whose unselfish struggles and sacri- 
fices have won glory for the university and have exalted 
our ideas of manhood. 

As long as this condition of things exists no Yale man 
can accuse Harvard men of "snobbishness." College 
should be the place of all places where honest and sin- 
cere feeling exists among men, and when this ceases to be 
so we must look for the causes and put an end to them. 
It is at our own peril if we do not. 
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There is far too high a premium placed upon going 
with the "crowd." Many of us, who have the most 
honest intentions, find that we are ashamed to be seen 
walking with certain classmates and proud to be seen 
with others. Self-considered, there may be no difference 
in the men, but this one by virtue of eccentricities, or 
modesty, or mayhap sheer manliness and independence, 
will not submit to an artificial estimate ; and that one ? — 
oh, he has a " pull," was known at Andover or St. Paul's 
as so-and-so, belonged to such and such an organization 
there. This is the source of his popularity and so all the 
weak-kneed gentlemen and the careless or indolent as 
well as the petty-ambitious flock to him and hang upon 
his enviable coat skirts. Is it not a sad commentary upon 
" Ydle independence " and " Yale spirit " that we allow a 
few school boys to select our prominent men for us ? For 
prominence gained without prestige is a weary journey. 

Here we strike the real root of the matter. The petty 
secret societies of the great preparatory schools dictate 
to the secret societies of Yale for at least three years of 
the course. Instead of rebuking such presumption we 
actually foster it. No one will deny that college politics 
are dominated by cliques, which have no earthly excuse 
for existence? They are shrewd enough, it is true, 
to get a percentage of some very good men in the 
entering classes, but that before other, and often better, 
men could be tested. They pick their favorites and elect 
them to any office within the gift of the class, they present 
a united front at all elections and easily defeat the dis- 
membered majority, and saddest of all, the majority 
repeatedly presents its neck to be trampled on. By the 
time we discover the importance of the cliques we have 
become accustomed to speak of them with bated breath, 
and so we let the matter pass. To our shame, be it said, 
the best we can say of some of the most prominent men 
in Yale College is an association with this or that clique. 
How to remedy such an evil is indeed a difficult ques- 
tion. Those who are in power could easily do it if they 
would. Again and again has the opportunity been offered 
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to them and again and again have they been unequal to it. 
Let it once be understood that connection with cliques 
will militate against a man rather than for him and the 
clique will melt like snow before the morning sun. When 
any student organization in Yale ceases to stand for 
democracy its right to continue is forfeited. The 
strongest of them owe their strength to this virtue and 
they are sure to fall if they do not abide by it. 

Putting off the issue from year to year will not help us. 
The cliques must be put down, if not by those in power, 
then by the vast majority of the classes. The whole 
spirit of the thing is that of a political machine, a subtle 
and a cruel tyranny. In the name of justice and fair play 
then, and in the name of Yale democracy, let us have 
done with this source of all abuses. 

Channcey Wetmore Wells. 
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THE OTHER REASON. 



IT was very warm in the dingy office of the " Evening 
Review," and Parker rose wearily from his desk and 
went to the window. The breeze came fresh and cool 
from down the valley and he stood a long while, leaning 
his head against the casement. The soft twilight of the 
June evening was fast enveloping the straggling houses 
and dusty streets of the little river town. Below him the 
idlers were seated on the curbstone before the post-office 
discussing the latest development of the strike, and the 
monotonous drone of their voices floated up through the 
darkness. Just visible at the top of the hill rose the long 
row of factories, and his face darkened as he thought of 
the struggle that was going on behind those brick walls. 
It had been a long time since that memorable first day 
when the whistles had blown in vain and a thousand work- 
benches stood deserted. The crisis had come this very 
morning, when the strikers stood outside the gates and 
shook their fists at the new men going in to fill their 
places. It seemed so petty and futile to Parker as he 
stood with face upturned to the last pale glow of sunset. 

Some one came bounding up the stairs and burst into 
the room. The man turned quickly away from the 
window. 

"Hello!" he said "who is it?" 

" Its me, Kelly ; — light up quick." 

Parker lit a gas-jet and sat down at his desk. "Any- 
thing on deck out there ?" he hazarded, nodding towards 
the street. 

" Yes ; Hell's let loose in the square and we've got a 
first class leader for tomorrow. Its worth a wire to the 
city." 

The other looked at the clock and then at Kelly, who 
had taken up his pencil. " Not ten yet : no need of writ- 
ing yet awhile — tell me about it." 

The reporter flung his coat on the table, and then 
squared around in his chair. "Well, its just as we ex- 



,y Google 



314 The Yalt Literary Magajsine. [No. S35 

pected. The men were looking for mischief. They were 
like so much tinder and when of a sudden some one called 
out " There's one of 'em, boys. He's a scab — that's him," 
the flash came. They howled and made a rush to the 
fountain. There, jammed against the coping, was a chap 
with pale, scared face, and he was trying to push them 
back. But some one hit his arm a dirty clip with a billy 
and it fell limp. Then they pressed in close, and the next 
moment he was out among the crowd. Just then a cobble- 
stone struck him in the face. When they saw the blood, 
tbey cheered, and made a dash, and he went under. 
When I saw him again, there was another man with his 
arm around him helping him along. By gad, he was a 
brave one. He had to tight his way with one hand, but 
he laid about him with a stick, and the whole lot of them 
couldn't stop him. Since then I've been running around 
town watching the fun. The men are playing thunder 
with things generally. They've caught the Mayor and 
Marshall Gill and chased them down an alley, and the 
police are cooped up in Pott's drug store. It'll make a 
good story." 

" Yes," said the other " it will. I'll hold the forms until 
you and Briggs get your stuff in," and he hurried to the 
tube. " You don't know who the second fellow was?" 
he added, coming back to his chair. 

" No, I couldn't see plainly. Yet there was something 
familiar about him too — a trick of the shoulders that I've 
seen before. It might be — " 

Just then the door opened. " Hello, Sam," said Parker 
to the new comer. " Come in. Take off your coat. Been 
out in the fuss ? Kelly's been telling me about it — it's a 
bad business." 

The stranger wore a battered derby hat pushed to one 
side, and his clothes were torn and dusty. His forehead 
was bound with a dirty handkerchief, spotted here and 
there with blood. He dropped upon the window sill. 
" Yes," he said, drawing his hand through his rumpled 
hair," it m a bad business." 
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" You aren't hurt, are you, Sam ?" queried the editor, 
glancing at Kelly, who stared fixedly at the man in the 
window. 

" No, I ain't hurt — only a bit of skin knocked off. 'Taint 
no matter." 

" Do you know who the fellow was that pulled the poor 
devil from underneath the crowd ? Kelly was close by, 
but it was too dark to see." 

A long silence followed and the two newspaper men 
waited impatiently. Finally Sam turned towards them 
with an impatient shake of his broad shoulders and began ; 
" I might jest as well tell you fellows first as last. Every 
one on the street knows it now, and you'll hear it pretty 
soon — Yes, I know him — it was me." He stopped and his 
large grimy fingers clenched convulsively on the window- 
frame. Kelly, the reporter, nodded significantly to his 
chief. 

"Well?" said Sam doggedly. Parker shifted uneasily 
in his chair. " Oh, its none of my affair," he said shortly, 
" only — " 

"Only what?" 

" See here," burst out the editor, losing patience, 
" What the devil's the matter with you ? Are you crazy ? 
Here you've riled the men, and risked your own hide — for 
what ? For a dirty scamp who's taking the bread out of 
your mouth this very minute. I say, what made you 
doit?" 

" Nothing made me, I just done it 'cause I wanted to — 
they weren't treating him fair. He was a poor weak cuss, 
and they had the whole town back of 'em — I couldn't' 
stand by and see it — that's all." 

Parker made a gesture of impatience. "Sam," he said 
abruptly, "you're lying — that isn't all. There's some- 
thing back of that. Well, it doesn't concern me, only — 
well, it must have been a good deal. Why — do you know 
that you're a ruined man, as far as this town goes ? Yes, 
you are. Before midnight, the whole town will hear of it 
and they'll walk the streets and curse you, I know what 
I'm talking about — why — " 
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" Yes," said Sam gravely. " I suppose that's so. I knewr 
all that beforehand and yet — I am glad I done it" 

" There's another thing. What about the election ? 
What about that seat in council you were so sure of win- 
ning ? Had you forgotten that P What was your plurality 
at the caucus ?" 

" Five hundred and ten," answered Sam, stolidly. 

" Well, you mark my word ! If you get ten votes at 
that election, I'll give you my place in this office. Why, 
you'll be the most unpopular man in town — they'll throw- 
mud — they'll hoot and jeer — why don't you say some- 
thing, and not sit there stock still. Oh, you're a fool, you 
are ! I can't talk to you." 

" Parker," began Sam slowly, and his voice trembled 
a little, " I — I knowed you'd blame me, and feel all 
roused up 'bout this business, and I'm sorry, 'cause you 
and I has been friends — I'm going to tell you the truth — 
then p'rhaps you'll understand—. I know the man they 
was mobbing to-night — he and I growed up together in 
the same town down the river — we was like two brothers. 
Why, 1 loved that man so — well, I loved him mighty deep. 
After a while I come up here to work and I used to write 
him how nice I was getting on — then this strike come — 
and first I knowed he writ he was coming to get a job. I 
tried to stop him, but it wasn't no use — he come. Well, I 
thought there was going to be trouble to-night and I kept 
my eye on him. I heard 'era yell — I run up — they was 
trampling on him — I couldn't stand it noway — I just went 
in and helped him. That's all. Now, Parker, don't you 
see how 'tis ? I couldn't do no other way, 'cause he's my 
friend — I'd do the same for you — well, as I said, that's all 
there is to it." 

Kelly nodded his head approvingly and drummed with 
his finger nails on the desk. Visions of a story, which 
should win him fame, floated before him. He would tell 
of this knight with the battered hat and dusty clothes, 
and how he fought his way through the darkness. It 
would be fresh and fine and true. 
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Parker rose suddenly and went over to the man at the 
window. "Sam," he said quietly, "you did the square 
thing- — I'm glad — but it's going to be awfully hard for you 
and me too. What shall I do? I've got to notice this 
afiFair in the paper, and what shall I say ? Oh ! it's too 
bad." 

"That's just what I come for." 

"What?" 

" Why, about the paper. I wanted to ask you to kind 
of give him a show. The boys was mad — oh, it wasn't 
fair no way — I thought as how perhaps you'd do the right 
thing in the paper — " 

"Sam," said Parker sharply, "listen! The 'Tribune' 
will come out to-morrow with a double-header patting 
those fellows on the back. I can't fall behind. I'm in this 
thing for the money there is in it. I've got to live some 
way, and so has she and the boy at home — I'm bound 
hand and foot — I must be on the popular side, or this 
paper'll stop ! Don't you see how it is ? I'd do anything 
for you, Sam, but, ray God, man, I've got to live," 

Sam stared at him a moment and then his face fell. 
" Of course," he said slowly, " you kev got to live — that's 
so ; I might hev knowed and not come pestering you — but 
I jest thought as how you could help me — I — I'm all 
muddled some way to-night — my head sort of hurts me — 
I'm sorry I bothered you 'bout it — I won't no more — " 

He turned and walked slowly towards the door. With 
his hand on the knob he paused and a change seemed to 
come over him. He drew himself up to his full height 
and threw back his head. " 'Bout that election," he cried, 
with a sudden flash in his eyes, " I don't care a damn ! 
They can do as they please with me — you can write what 
you want to — t'wont make no difference ! Some day, 
p'rhaps, when the little yellow curs has stopped their 
howling, I'll come back to this here office, and I'll say ' I'm 
going to run fer council and then — I'll win." He opened 
the door quickly ; " I must hurry — I've got to get them off 
on the packet to-night." 

" Them ?" said Parker curiously, " who's them ?" 
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"Why — him — and — his wife — I — they've both agot to 
to get out 'fore morning or something'!! happen— they 
might hurt her — the curs !" He crushed his hat fierce!y 
between his fingers. "I used — to know her — down the 
river." With this he strode out into the night. 

Paricer listened for a !ong time to the sound of scurry- 
ing feet and shril! cries that rose from the street below. 
He smiled a little and turned to Kelly. 

" The yellow curs are pretty mad to-night. And he's 
gone down among them to fight and live it out alone. 
Well, I don't much wonder, I knew there was some other 
reason. What strange things a man will do when there's 
a woman back of it all !" 

Cornelius P. KUchel. 



WHITE ROSES. 



A rose and a lily, pale a 


s death, 


Grew in a garden fair 




And the rose was sweet 


as a maiden's breath 


And soft as a maiden 


s hair. 



But the lilj mas pale and pure and cold, 

As ice or the driven snow ; 
And the rose grew warm with a love untold, 

With a love that flowers know. 

But the lily scorned this blood-red rose, 

" Your hue is the color of sin. 
Or the Slain of crime, when the life-blood flows, 

That laioteth the soul within." 

Then the rose looked up to the heavens above, 
"Ah! make me pure]" she cried. 

And paler and purer she grew ihrouch love. 
Till one autumn morn she died. 

A rose and a lily, pale as death, 

Grew in a garden fair ; 
And the rose was sweet as a maiden's brealh. 

And pure as a maiden's prayer. 



Charlis Edward Thtmas. 
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AMUSEMENT AND STORY TELLING. 

IN the days of our grandfathers, when the hours were 
twice as long as they are now, the amusement seeker 
was not unwilling to absorb whatever observations on 
politics or morals he might find mixed in with his story. 
But to-day his time has become so valuable that he wishes 
to gulp down only the boiled essence of amusement with 
all foreign substances removed. He is as loath to learn a 
lesson as any small boy and makes a great disturbance if 
one is forced upon him. Alas, if the attractive looking 
book with an equivocal name which he has bought in the 
hope of beguiling a few hours in the train or by the fire- 
side should turn out to be a sermon in disguise ! If he is 
a swearing man, as is most likely, he indulges in a few 
instructive critical expletives and then denounces the book 
as a fraud and its author as a double dyed swindler. His 
whole conduct is strikingly similar to that of the boy who 
penetrated too deeply into the sweets of a quinine pill. 
The only difference is that no one ever thought of denounc- 
ing the druggist as a swindler or the pill as a fraud. 

Although we can fully sympathize with the amusement 
seeker in his aversion to purpose novels, we can not but 
be amused at his frantic attempts to argue it out of exist- 
ence. Of course we all feel sorry for the poor little boy 
he so pathetically describes who was cheated out of an 
hour's pleasant reading about pirates and what not, and 
inveigled by a long-faced uncle into listening to a long 
winded moral with a story. But we feel less compassion 
for the man who, in these days of innumerable book 
reviews, buys a novel without knowing anything of its 
contents and suddenly finds himself entangled in the 
meshes of a theological controversy. It is absurd for any 
one who thus speculates in fiction to claim that he has 
been cheated when he emerges with a purpose novel on 
his hands. As if it were any worse to put dogma in an 
amusing form than to hide medicine in sugar coated pills! 
The critics forget that there are many of us who like a 
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little moral and intellectual physic once in a while and 
that we much prefer to take it in homeopathic doses. If 
an author really feels constrained to propagate her views 
on the rottenness of existing social systems or the perfidy 
of the male sex she does well to clothe them in yellow 
covers. If her story is only interesting enough we are 
willing she should argue that the earth is flat. The diffi- 
culty is that it is almost impossible to write a good or even 
a readable purpose novel. Undeniably a large proportion 
of the word-jumbles which to-day masquerade under the 
guise of fiction are stories of this class. But it is no more 
fair to judge the purpose novel by these impostors than it 
would be to condemn poetry because we can't approve of 
doggerel. In its most perfect development the purpose 
novel has fully proved its right to be called a legitimate 
branch of fiction. 

Not content with ostracizing the purpose novel, our 
amusement seeker would fain banish all purpose from 
fiction. "Let the story be interesting," he cries, "and 
never mind the rest." Amusement is what he asks, and 
amusement is what he gets. Truth to life and character, 
perfection of style and form are all offered up at this altar. 
Nowhere has this sacrifice been more readily made than 
in the short story. Especially is this true in college writ- 
ing where the stimulus of hot literary competition still 
further tends to drag down ideals. Too often the student 
takes up his pen, not because he has something to say but 
because he feels constrained to say something. If he suc- 
ceeds in knitting the threads of old plots into a form new 
and amusing enough to make his story " go," he pats him- 
self on the back and is satisfied. His highest ideal of style 
is to crack as many jokes and be as amusing as possible. 
This tendency is evident in his heavier articles also. The 
idea seems to be gaining ground that cleverness of diction 
is of more importance than dramatic art or soundness of 
critical thought. To be sure, a pleasing style is invaluable 
as an ornament, but if too much stress is laid upon it the 
result is apt to remind us of the man who thought of noth- 
ing but his clothes. Literary elegance all too easily 
degenerates into literary foppery. 
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The principle of " spare the rod and spoil the child " 
should be rigidly applied by writers of fiction. If the 
amusement seeker's demands are too indulgently granted 
the result will be disastrous. We do not mean to suggest 
that the novelist ought to season his stories with moral 
lectures, nor do we ask for any more purpose novels. 
We do not wish " Slaughter Jack Bloodhand," the 
" Weir Wolf of the West " to stop terrorizing Indians and 
take to scalping bacteria. We do not deny that the chief 
function of the novelist is to amuse and entertain. But 
the amusement he furnishes must be stimulating and 
uplifting or it falls below our requirements. The blood- 
curdling escapades of our friend Slaughter Jack may be 
exciting and interesting enough, but on the whole we 
prefer those of D'Artagnan. The work of the novice who 
tries to write novels without any experience of life or 
knowledge of literature and the principles of style, is often 
amusing. But the novelist's ambition should soar higher 
than the position of circus clown. Even the famous 
watchword "Art for Art's sake," is not sufficient for the 
writer of fiction unless he means by it something more 
than a Zolaistic description of whatever he sees around 
him, regardless of whether it contains any beauty or not. 
It may be high art to paint a pig with exact faithfulness 
to every filthy detail, but we doubt if many of us could 
find much inspiration in the picture which the author of 
"Trilby" so enthusiastically describes as "M. Bagot's 
little, piebald piglings and their venerable, black mother 
and their immense, fat, wallowing pink papa," Nor would 
these piglings be any more edifying if they had pretty 
little golden angels' wings on their spotted shoulders. 
The story-teller meets our requirements no better by rep- 
resenting Mr. Denny McCluskey as playing the part of a 
good Samaritan than by painting him in all the disgust- 
ingness of his most loathsome crime. In the long run the 
only stories that prove to have any real value are those 
which are true to nature. !f an author's horizon is so 
limited that he cannot find any nature with enough of 
beauty and human interest in it to make it worth painting 
it would be better for him not to write at all. 
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With such restrictions we place the novelist before the 
shop window of life and bid him choose. We care not 
what he selects, whether he take it from the sunny shelf 
or the dark and dusty corner, if only it is amusing. And 
as the father gives his son the games which most tend to 
develop manly qualities, so we demand that the novelist 
shall furnish us with amusement that shall tend not to 
debase but to ennoble. 

Nathan Ayer Smyth. 



PHANTASY. 

Thi Maidm. 

Sombre and slow on midniKhl wings 
That sail while Cloibo hoarsely sings, 
Sweeps ihc shadowy brood of Nights to come, 
Sweeps the sad-eyed band of the Fell-fates on. 
Black and stern and harrowing. 

Tlu Youth. 

Dead is the flower long pressed away, 
Dead as mj love for thee. 
— Let the wind moan, what care the gods 
For the rose she gave to me. 

Tht MaidtH. 

They come, they come, through lowering skies 
Glint the first dull sparks of their horrid eyes, 
I see them gathering, Fell-fates all, 
I hear their muttering, ghostly call. 
Ah ! stay for a heart that dies. 

Tki youth. 

I will treasure the flower that the June-breeze kissed. 
The breeze that has sighed Tor thee. 
—But the dry leaves fall, 'tis the Fell-fates will 
For the love she gave to me. 

Rebert L. Mungtr. 
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BELATED GUESTS.— A SKETCH. 

COME 'long, Pete, you aint 'ny comp'ny draggin' 
behind like that. We aint goin' to be on time for 
that weddin' if you don't brace up a bit. Do you see that 
church steeple over there? That's the town and 'taint 
far now. Git down, pup ! I hain't got nothin' for you. 
Jes' like a dog — always hungry, and you've had three 
square meals since I've had a bite. Git down, I tell you." 

Pete obeyed. He not only got down, but to his master's 
intense disgust he got way down, and stretched himself 
out in the dusty road as if haste were not to be thought 
of and the prospect of attending a wedding rather a bore 
than otherwise. But with the sagacity of his race he kept 
one eye open, letting the other do the preliminaries to 
sleep. It was a wise precaution, for the next moment he 
was frantically dodging his master's half-bootless foot. 

Pete was a dirty dog. But he was even lazier than he 
was dirty, and the instincts of that high breed, which his 
master was always boasting for him, were undiscoverable. 
In appearance the man was hardly better than the beast, 
the last few years of constant travelwear and travel- 
stain having left his costume clinging together only by 
single threads, and preserving none of its original hue. 

" Yes, that's jes' it, you little good-for-nothin' cur, you've 
eat so much already that you're sleepy. Them were all lies 
I been tellin' 'bout your fine breed. No dog with any 
kind o' stock in him would ac' like you." This touched a 
sore spot in the beast, and with tail between his legs, he 
came shrinking toward his accuser, all submission and 
penitence. Narrowly avoiding a collision with his irate 
master's boot, he encountered only a torrent of abuse. 

" There, you ungrateful little gutter cur. Wish't that 
had knocked your brains out into the road. You ain't 
got 'nough anyhow to know when you're well off. Ain't 
I showed you that invertashun o' ours 'nough times ? 
Can't you 'predate nothin' ? Here 'tis, read it," and he 
leaned over, holding the card before the dog's nose. 
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" Ther-pleasure-o'-your-comp'ny-is-re^^' says your 
comp'ny don't it? That don't mean anybody, if 't ain't me 
and you. You don't find them things tyin' in the road 
ev'ry day, invitin' you to come and tellin' you where." 
Carefully he refolded the dirt-begrimed note and took 
pains to put it in the only pocket still intact. His look of 
supreme disgust at Pete's ignorance was slowly changing 
to one of real compassion. The dog too, was exerting all 
his persuasive powers to be re-instated to favor, and his 
joy was unconcealed as he saw his master slowly, surely 
relenting. 

" Changin' your mind, eh ? Guess you didn't un'stand 
what a weddin' was. P'raps I'd ought to told you before, 
but somehow I thought you were old 'nough to know." 
The two companions, thoroughly reconciled, sat down by 
the side of the road, the dog making profuse demonstra- 
tions of affection. 

" Sometimes, Pete, they holds 'em in houses. This one 
o' ours don't say no church, so I 'xpect it's a house wed- 
din'. If 'tis, we don't stand much show o' gettin' in, 'cause 
folks has to be more particular how they looks. An' I 
hardly thinks you'd pass." Then the wedding was painted 
in gay colors for the dog's benefit and at length the tramp 
struck upon the point of mutual interest, 

" Eat ? O' course. You need'nt prick up your ears 's 
if you could'nt hear. That's jes' where me and you comes 
in, Pete. Ice cream — do you know what that means P an' 
ev'rythin' you want. We has to call at the back door I 
spose, but don't you care jes' so longs 's we gets in. Yes, 
you're dyin' to go now." 

The two tramps were soon seen disappearing down the 
road toward the village trudging side by side, the man 
continuing his monologue to the dog. 

Late that night a citizen of the village found under his 
front door this barely readable lead pencil scrawl : — " Mr. 
Dunn-Logan and his dorg, pete, regrits like hell that they 
wus Delaid on the rode and previnted from gittin there 
Shair of the wedin brekfust." The man finished picking 
out this astonishing note and looked exceedingly per- 
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plexed. But upon turning the paper over he dis- 
covered that it was an invitation to his daughter's wed- 
ding which had occurred just a year ago that evening. 

All night long, a miserable dog wailed piteously outside 
the village jail behind whose walls a tramp slept in a 
vagrant's cell. 

MaUland Griggs. 



ON THE WATCH TOWER IN AQUITAINE. 

A tboussmd bivouacs blaze bj night 

Beneath the castle walls, 
Ten tbousHnd knights spring up at tight 

When ring the bugle calls. 

Ten thousand flashing shields and glaives. 

And banners floating free, 
White plumes that tossed as daoce the waves 

Upon a crested sea. 

Light boofs impatient to be gone 

Or fljing on the plain. 
Light the proud ejes thai watcb at dawn — 

The lord of Aquitaine. 

But bis heart Is ever where she doth wait, 

He spurs his good steed fast. 
And he is come to tbe castle gate 

To part with his love at last. 

She lies like a rose upon bis breast 
With the sua and the dew in her glance ; 

Lighttjr he lifts the snow while crest 
From the Icnightliest head in France. 

" Weep not as for one passed away 

Through dull, dead days of pain, 
In Christ's dear hand my life I lay. 

And I may come again. 

" But if no more by sea or shore 

Or in the lofty halls— 
The Death Flame of ray sires shall lower 

At midnight on the walls." 

23 
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His voice like diaUnl vesper peals 
Sank on the silence dread, 

As through some deep cathedral steals 
The requiem for the dead. 

Farewell — from flying scarfs and hands, 
The plumes of sweeping light 

Fade far awa; as mist that stands 
On the bordei land of night. 



The gardens of Damascus wake 

To ciy and trumpet peal ; 
The shadowy palms and citrons shake 

Above the lusb of steel. 

Death lurks among the shady bowers 

Thrust through bj sword and lance ; 
Low lies among the tangled flowers 

A snow white crest of France. 

Ah Aqnitaine — upon thy wall 

Between the dusk and the dawn, 
Breathed a light flatue — blue — mystical. 
On a soul that faints as the eyelids fall, 

Fluttered — and then was gone. 

AUert Sargent DavL 
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A FRENCH LYRICIST. 

DAINTINESS is the dominant tone of lyricism, but 
the key-note is sympathy. In France so often and 
so clearly had the "dominant" been sounded that not 
until this century did songsters chime the key-note in 
. harmony. The earlier lyricists never went below the 
surface ; they sang of what they saw and questioned not. 
But quite unlike the ever mirthful melody of D6saugiers 
and his school is the full chord of blended daintiness and 
sympathy struck by B6ranger. Through all his sparkling 
verse there runs a delightful strain of tender sentiment — 
music thrilling deeply into the great heart of his people. 
Yet the pathos is not profound, the grief not overmas- 
tering. 

Critics, whose trade is comparison, have often thought- 
lessly styled B6ranger " the French Bums." Both were 
patriotic, lovers of wine and women, of artistic grace and 
symmetry, but here the analogy breaks off abruptly. 
Bums has a wealth of love, despair, and hatred — Titanic 
passions which Stranger never truly felt. The Cale- 
donian poet's love of the outdoors world was sincere ; 
B6ranger looked at the country through the spectacles 
of a city-bred Parisian. In the songs on " Highland 
Mary " and the " Cotter's Saturday Night " Bums struck 
heart-throbbing chords which contrast strangely with 
B^ranger's graceful measures. These Scottish songs, 
however, have not the rollicking humor of the French 
refrains — the flowing mane by which Bdranger grasped 
his Pegasus — nor the joyous spirit of gay good-fellow- 
ship. 

B6ranger was schooled in the delicate verse of Horace 
and Boileau. He never felt the extremes of love and 
hate, and passion in his songs is but a smouldering fire- 
Even his immorality is not the vigorous coarseness of 
Swift, but rather the feminine sensuousness of a rose-gar- 
landed Ovid. He was a true classicist, leaving nothing 
to chance, and with slight respect for the extravagances 
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of Victor Hugo and Gautier. His contagious gayety, 
seemingly so spontaneous, is carefully studied, and critics, 
not a few, have said that his poems smell of the lamp. 
Panard and D^saugiers, his fellow Bacchanalians, might 
awake from their revels to reel off the most bewitching 
poetry, but Biranger's metre would be as unsteady as his 
bead. 

It was, however, as the lord of misrule, and the priest of 
Bacchus and Venus — two deities very dear to the Gallic 
heart — that he won his loudest plaudits. With a gay, 
good-natured scapegrace for a father, and a mother who 
enjoyed an unenviable popularity, it is not strange that 
B^ranger was a careless Bohemian. His only inheritance 
from his father was a spirit of mirth and joyousness 
which laughed at poverty, and slammed the door on the 
wolf outside. Even when his garret-lodging was dingiest, 
and his scanty wardrobe in a doubtful state of repair, he 
did not complain. There were always friends, and songs 
and quondam mistresses to dream of. 

It was the glorious vie de Bohime that he lived, clinking 
glasses across the table with Marie or Jeannette at a three- 
franc caf6 on the Boulevard, trolling out ringing chansons 
in praise of wine and women ; small matter if his coat 
were borrowed, and his trousers shabby. None could 
iaugh more heartily — and laughter cost nothing. His 
half-dozing conscience felt no twinges. The only God he 
knew was a " Dieu des bonnes gens," who would not readily 
punish anyone, nor let the poor suffer. To him religion 
contained little that was intelligible and he brushed it 
impatiently from his path as a cobweb whose intricacies 
he cared not to examine. 

B^ranger's themes are the humblest events of every- 
day life — such scenes as Millet loved to paint. The 
friends to whom he introduces us are altogether delight- 
ful — the portly old village cur^, who drinks with the best 
of us, and had far rather preach the doctrine of original 
and necessary sin than its punishment, whose only bene- 
diction for buxom Marie is a kiss. jLisette, with the 
laughing eyes, and rosy lips — which the " Bon Dieu " has 
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made to be kissed — who loves champagne, as who should 
not : and the genial " Roi d' Yvetot " — so great a favorite 
of Thackeray — who with a night-cap for a crown ambles 
through the village streets on a long-eared donkey, with 
all the curly-pated urchins of the neighborhood at his 
heels. 

B6ranger was more than a mere lyricist of striking 
genius. The Revolution of 1789 colored the whole 
French literature of the times, and B^ranger, then a boy 
who saw from his school-house roof the capture of the 
Bastile, soon learned to strike the anvil of patriotic senti- 
ment with no uncertain ring. In France, ridicule is far 
more effective than bitter polemics, and, during the 
stormy days of the Bourbons and the first Napoleon, 
B^ranger's political satires made him a central figure. 
So long as the French eagles moved on to victory many 
bards there were to chant the nation's triumphs to an 
enthusiastic chorus. But when defeat narrowed Napo- 
leon's empire into the Bourbons' kingdom, and loyalty to 
the old regime had no longer its money equivalent in 
imperial offices, B6ranger alone championed the wrongs 
of the oppressed. His ardent songs passed from hand to 
hand, kindled the old fire of patriotism and revived stir- 
ring memories of the " Great Napoleon " and the " Old 
Guard." He never cared to stand aloof from the people 
he loved, but boasted himself " a man of the people, in 
arm, heart and brain." At the height of his popularity, 
when a sudden turn of Fortune's wheel threw the gov- 
ernment into his admirers' hands, he might have been the 
political ruler of France. But he wisely put aside such 
honors and remained — as he is to-day — the French 
National Poet. George Henry NettUton. 
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NOTABILIA. 

The non-award of the Lit. Medal has furnished critics a 
handle on which to hang nunierous complaints. Envy 
and Hatred have long since probed to the quick the weak 
points in Yale's athletic armor; now, Malice and All Un- 
charitableness clang their shafts against our literary shield 
and fancy that it rings hollow. The Evening Post would 
have it that the death-knell of Yale's literary spirit is 
already in the air, and instead of eulogizing the dead 
would analyze the last heart-throbs. Even the hitherto 
mild-eyed and inoffensive Outlook bestows upon us its 
obituary notice. 

Yet, despite the critics, matters literary have permanent 
foothold at Yale. The old spirit of abject reverence for 
' the classics has gradually — for conservatism must work 
out its salvation slowly — given way to increased interest 
in art and letters and a corresponding broadening of the 
curriculum. The library as a working-factor in the col- 
lege world, the general interest in hotly-contested Lit, 
elections, the vigorous protest for still increased advan- 
tages, are perhaps straws, but they have their meaning. 
Interest in athletics has indeed increased rapidly, and 
even the valedictorian of the old school has passed away 
— for once Yale has slipped the bonds of conventionalism 
— yet with these changes have been awakened new interest 
and genuine enthusiasm in other lines. Never before has 
Yale grappled more closely, more seriously, with a 
broader range of subjects, nor has her outlook ever been 
more encouraging. We still decry abuses — perfection is 
not a near possibility — but the trend of the University is 
toward manly appreciation of the best. The college 
papers, realizing at last their opportunities, are broaden- 
ing their platforms and building them firmer. The sym- 
pathetic appreciation of Hterature which Prof. McLaugh- 
lin left as his heritage to Yale, has borne abundant fruit, 
and no longer is the Yale man graduated a finished scholar 
and a literary boor — a cultured ignoramus. We still ad- 
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mit the need of more aesthetic culture ; the Yale spirit — 
the nigged old Scotch spirit of earnestness and enthusi- 
asm — can well afford to have its rough angles polished ; 
but the Yale graduate is no longer an unlettered man. 

We deny that our interest in college writing and in liter- 
ature is declining — it is rather on the rapid increase. 
We need new courses in literature, and more professors. 
We need a Faculty ready to recognize this widespread 
interest and to encourage it. Above all, in college writ- 
ing, we need genuine literary feeling and originality. All 
this and much more is necessary, yet we dare boldly say 
that never, in recent years, has the individual college man 
so thoroughly awakened to his own need of literary ex- 
pression and the desire to cultivate it — never has the lit- 
erary spirit of Yale been more universal or more genuine. 
« « * « 

The recent agitation of the Chapel Service question has 
provoked general discussion as to Yale's attitude towards 
religfion. The critics roundly score existing conditions, 
and a few charge us with sins, the least of which is apathy. 
We, however, believe that Yale is truly and vitally inter- 
ested in religion, and that even under the occasional veneer 
of skepticism is deep-seated respect for morality at least. 
It is not true that college men have lost the power to 
think seriously, or the inclination to do so. Never have 
sincerity, integrity, and manhood been more respected at 
Yale. 

The problem of college chapel is to touch this underly- 
ing depth of sentiment — for we no longer wear our hearts 
upon our sleeves. A college preacher possesses to-day, 
as he never has done before, the opportunity to powerfully 
influence the college world. It is a Yale characteristic to 
respect earnestness, and the man with a message need 
never fear the sneers of so-called Yale cynics. And the 
man without a message has no place here. The dry 
bones of theology were matter enough for dissecting ser- 
monizers a century ago, but they have been picked bare 
to the marrow. We want no theologian to draw hard- 
and-fast lines between creeds, no rhetorician to skillfully 
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mince phrases — but a stalwart, thorough manhood which 
shall teach by example as well as by ringing diction. 

Great preachers — their congregations guard them 
jealously, that none else may hear what should sound 
freely to all. The college needs these men. Yale is 
crippled for funds — the many members of the same body 
need each their physician, but the soul of the college caa< 
not long stand neglect. 

» « w w 

The Lit. Sanctum will be open on Tuesday afternoons, 
from half-past three until five, for the criticism and return 
of rejected manuscripts. 



,y Google 



Portfolio. 



PORTFOLIO. 

SDMMUt HOBNIHQ. 
There's no taint upon the lily 

Ljdng there 
In the brown mould dank and chilly, 



A soDg to me the air is bringing ; 

Ii is mioe. 
From the hovel comes the singing 



A cold grey morning on the Jersey coast. Behind rise 

the bare Highlands crowned with the " Twin Lights of Nave- 
sink " which have just gone out, and stand 

^JJ like Cyclops who have lost their eyes. Be- 

BULKHBAD. fore is the Atlantic, still and wicked- looking 

in the morning light. To the left extends 

Sandy Hook, and over across the outer bay, " far Rockaway " 

can just be seen. A pale twinkle places the light-ship, far 

out. 

Along the beach is a row of summer cottages, the greater 
part of them closed and boarded up, for it is late in the season, 
and their owners have gone back to town. One of them, how- 
ever, is yet occupied, and out in front of it on the wooden 
bulkhead, which stretches out its unsightly length for miles 
down the coast, stand a girl and a great shaggy dog. The 
girl is cloaked in an old " reefer," and on her hair is a Tarn 
O'Shanter which the wind has blown awry. She is gazing 
intently through a glass on the sea just off the Hook. From 
time to time the dog looks up at her inquiringly, and follows 
her gaze and whines as if he understood. 

The girl has been standing for a long time motionless. 
Suddenly her hands tighten on the glass and she steps forward 
as if to get a nearer view. From behind the Hook a dot has 
just appeared, after which trails a thread of smoke. The glass 
follows it, moving slowly toward the open sea, till it disappears 
and even the smoke fades away. The glass is lowered, and 
the girl gazes blankly where the smoke was. 

"That was the Umbria, Thor," she says softly to the dog. 
" She is going clear, clear across the sea to Liverpool — three 
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thousand miles. She sailed at half past five this moraiag, this 
morning, Thor." 

She turns and looks at the house, and again over the water. 
Then her eyes fill with tears, and, falling on her knees, she 
buries her face in the dog's rough coat. c. b. de c. 

With the new dormitories has come in a luxury which 

was anecessity to our fathers, the open fire. Then it was a bard 

master, but now a good companion, that fills 

BieaaKS. hours with dreamy revery which " not poppy 

nor mandragora " give, nor even a pipe, for 

the fire and I lose friendship when either of us smokes. 

The first pale flames from the snapping kindlings send 
dancing shadows of the andirons about the room, and then die 
down to a bed of coals, on which the grim back -logs hiss and 
"Like a locust shrills the imprisoned sap, 
Hunted to death in its galleries blind." 

This is the critical moment, the time for bellows and vigorous 
blowing. Slowly the richer flame mounts up, gilded with the 
sunshine of thirty summers, and wreathed in pearly smoke 
where strange pictures Sicker and fade. Care and trouble 
never enter these bright castles of Spain, and time goes by 
unnoticed, until the heavy log-ends fall beyond the embers 
and smoulder with an occasional gasp of flame. The creep- 
ing sparks disappear from the dingy back-bricks like frost- 
chilled fireflies, and dying embers put on their thin white 
shroud of ashes. w. d. m. 

Madame carried the light and he, freighted with rugs 

and a hard, French pillow, stumbled up after. He chose the 

front room. This he found quite bare but 

WHERE not musty. Madame's upper windows were 

VICTOR HUGO ... . 

SLEPT. open every bright morning. Not so solemn 

either, the coacher's whips and oaths were 

splitting the welkin along the avenue below. Madame wished 

to be assured that he had all that could make him comfortable. 

Her quizzical air had not yet worn off — after all his laborious 

explanations! "Name of a dog ! Why should the foreign 

stranger desire to sleep in the great Hugo's room, hein ?" She 

left him two star candles, which he snuffed without thinking 

of making up, beforehand, his bed, on the waxed floor. More 
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or less of that night was spent at the windows. At last be 
drew inside with a shake, and brought the folds of the window 
together. He groped for an edge of his blanlcet ; clasping this 
he rolled softly over the floor, struck the farther wall, and 
finding himself as snug as a papoose, went off to sleep, spurn- 
ing the hard French head-piece. 

He says, too, that he dreamed of " Ruy Bias " — how grandly 
the poor tragic craven thunders " Viola votre facon de servir " 
and all that. 

Of course it woke him — that last act. He was given several 
starts and fits of rubbing the eyes, in a dream>performance of 
Hernani, likewise. 

He didn't try Les Mis^rables in default of bromi-dia, but 
fell to dreaming on the little salon which the great man held 
Saturdays beneath where he lay. When morning got him on 
his feel he hurried down to pay respects and recompense to 
Madame, whose final query was, " pas de mauvais reves eh ?" 
He looked back as he swung onto the Passey-Bourse omnibus 
to read again the cruelly terse inscription on the square little 
" hotel " he was leaving. And a flapping canvas on the roof 
bore a red and wordy " a louer," E. c. s. 

Every darkey within a radius of five miles was making 

his way that night toward Colonel Jennings' plantation. Men, 
women and children, singly, and in groups, 

^ba'lization.~ '=*™® stumbling along. Every one with a 
broad smile and rows of gleaming teeth, were 
.visible as far down the road as one could see. It was the 
happy smile of anticipation. 

Then, far out on the fields rang the lusty lungs of General 
George. He was standing in the com pile on his only leg, 
waving his substitute for the other in the air, and with his 
head thrown back, was giving full vent to the old *'Ho mer 
Riley ho." The answering choruses sounded like a wilderness 
of howling animals. But soon a pitched battle was waging 
between the rival factions of buskers, and hideous cries of pain 
tore the night air in the place of " Ho mer Riley." 

The late moon rising over the crest of the hill, lighted up 
the road and fell upon the buskers, shambling home. Every 
one was either limping or carrying his head in bandages ; but 
over the face of every one was spread the same happy " corn 
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shuckin' grin." The old melodies rang out joyfully as ever, 
and if a few less teeth gleamed in their smiles of realization, 
it was only because there were fewer left to gleam. h. c. 

The bells of Bailham were ringing, and their chimes 

pealed the evening anthem from the abbey down the quiet 
valley. The monasteiy had been established 

^x BELLS by an ancient order of monks, who lived and 

BAILHAM. died in its solitude while ivy over-ran its 

walls. As each trappist was laid away in his 
last resting place, a new bell was set in the tower. 

To-day an old monk was sitting in his stone-cased chamber 
listening to the chimes ; a smile passed over his face as he 
recognized the music, and he remained motionless. The bells 
were swelling an hosannah from the deep rolling tones to the 
high notes of exaltation. He listened as the chimes played 
on, ascending to the last tremulous note of the final hosannah. 
Then there was a pause, and no note came where the beautiful 
finale of the choral should be. The monk sighed and rested 
his head upon his hand, while the bells repeated the anthem. 
Again the last note was missing, and the old man raised his 
head, thinking of the time when his bell should be among the 
chimes, and from the far distance he should hear the full-voiced 
anthem peal. p. T. 

The children stand on the road where the hill rises 

almost sheer. There are a few bushes and rocks clinging to 
it ; elsewhere it is bare, slippery clay. 
THE KIND " I will climb up there," says the boy. 

CONQUER, "There is no use," says the girl, "you can 

see nothing, and besides your clothes will 
get dirty," 

The boy does not answer, but rushes at the hill impetuously. 
Three steps — he slips and rolls to the bottom, covered with 
mud. 

The man seated at a little distance sees this last. The boy 
is led away in disgrace, and the girl follows, crying in sym- 
pathy. 

The sun has set, and twilight is coming on. Down the road 
comes the boy. He stops before the hill, looks back a moment, 
and then for a long time carefully scans the height. Slowly 
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and cautiously he begins the ascent. The loose stones form a 
doubtful foothold, but the scraggy bushes are surer, and by 
these he drags his small body upwards. When all else fails 
the fingers are dug desperately in the soft earth. 

At last the boy nears the top ; over the ledge he crawls, 
clutching at the long grass. He stands erect and looks down 
where he has climbed. 

" There," he pants, " I said I would do it." c. b. de c. 

The Cynic tossed his gloves down nervously and took 

up a book from the table. It was a book he had killed in his 
literary column the week before. He was a 

^cYNic literary critic ; it was his business to be sour ; 

he was paid for it. Twelve dollars a column. 
He did not trust himself to look at the girl at his side, so they 
both were silent. There were crumpled pages in the volume, 
here and there a leaf had been turned down, once there was 
the suspicion of a tear-stain. That page was a scene be had 
especially disliked. It was rankly sentimental, he thought, 
with the girl in tears, and the man — how ludicrous and how 
absurd — the man at her side, and pleading. He had ground 
that down unmercifully, he knew. But then, — he was paid for 
that. Twelve dollars a column. There was a sneer on his 
face as he turned the leaves. 

The girl looked up at him shyly. Her lips quivered when 
she saw him laugh. His bitterness always troubled her. 

"It's one of those everlastingbooks that deal in love," he said. 
" The field's about worn out. There are a few other things 
in the world than love, love, love," and he shut up the book with 
a slam and laid it down on the table. The cynic's knowl- 
edge of men and life was mostly from his head, and his 
bitterness was mostly got from theory. But then, he gained 
his livelihood that way. It was money in his eyes. Twelve 
dollars a column. 

He felt a tittle uncomfortable after that. He, a man of the 
world, who earned his living by his brain, who took such 
pleasure in a bitter word to younger writers. That was 
because there were too many of them. Of course. He did 
not stop to think that once a novel of his own had fared as 
ill. But he could not write novels. Perhaps that was what 
made him so bitter. 
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The cynic looked around the room in the lamplight. He 
wound his watch-chain on his finger. Then he looked at the 
girL She was toying with a paper-cutter on the table. Then 
he looked at the book again. 

" Love is not the only thing in the world — nor the greatest. 
Money and position, — and power among men are greater." 
Then a silence. The paper-cutter touched the table a moment 
and then slipped from her bands. 

" Are you quite so sure ? " It was a -sweet voice. The lips 
were trembling ever so little. 

The Cynic jerkedhis fingers nervously. He looked down at 
the upturned face, where the brown hair tumbled. The eyes 
were pleading. For a moment he wavered. He felt his whole 
philosophy on which he had built his life, and for which he 
lived, melting away from him. He looked down again at the 
table. In the lamplight his face was flushing. Then he stepped 
a little nearer. She must have seen the look in his eyes, for 
she turned her head a little. Her breath came soft and quick, 
her hand stole out across the table. There was another, a 
longer pause. Then his voice came in a whisper. It was the 
veriest trifle of a word, but on the Cynic's lips it sounded 
oddly. E. s. o. 
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MEMORABILIA YALENSIA. 
The News Elections. 
On February 3sth at a meeting of the incoming Senior 
Board of the Yale News, A. P. Stokes, Jr., '96, was elected 
Chairman and J. B. Neale, '96, Business Manager. F. E. 
Weyerhaeuser, '96, was elected Chairman of the Alumni Weekly, 
and W. F. Forepaugh, '96 S., Business Manager. 

The Lit. Elections. 
The '96 Lit. Board organized on March 6th and elected C. 
W. Wells Chairman, and P. C. Peck Financial Editor. The 
departments were assigned as follows : C. W. Wells, Editor's 
Table; P. C. Peck, Memorabilia; M. Griggs, Portfolio; G. 
H. Nettleton, Notabilia ; E. S. Oviatt, Book Notices. 

The Record Elections. 
At a meeting held March i2th, G. X. McLanahaa, '96, was 
elected Chairman, and W. H. Wadhams, '96, Business 
Manager. 

The Lit. Banquet. 

The S9th annual Lit. banquet was held on March 35th at 

Traeger's. Places were set for about forty, Lindsay Denison, 

'95, and Emerson G. Taylor, '95, acting as toast masters. The 

following toasts were responded to : 

The Outgoing Board, Lindsay Denison, '95 

" Hang up jour bills." — Sfarhwi's Favitui. 

The Incoming Board, Chauncey Wetmore Wells, '96 

" Not all the water in (he great, rude sea. 
Can wash the balm off from an anointed king." 

—Richard II. 
The University, . . . W. H. Bishop, '67 

" Not that the opinion of iae Evening Post av»XMti"—C. A . Dana. 
Yale and Literature, . . William Lyon Phelps, '87 

" We are that non-hallowed race 
That cling to an unswallowed piece. 
And spin ; 

Superior degenerates, beholden to vertebrates, 
Fates butts and bates. God's veriest bates 
And what not. 
Theysay? Eh? Whatsaythey? 

Let them say 1" — RijicUd CantrihuHan. 
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The Yale Daily News, , Roswell B. Mason, '95 

■' — by deeds, nol jeats." — SieriJan't Pitam. 
The Graduation of the Athlete, . F, S. Butterworth, '95 
" Dies irae, dies ilia 

Solve! saeclum in favilli." — Thomas a Oltaiu. 

Co-Education, Henry N. Hyde, '95 

"They are Ibe real long-haired grinds."— Cdrn. Yalen. 

Saint Elihu, .... Lewis S. Welch, '89 

" The awful shadow of an unseen power 

Floats, tho' unseen, among us." — Shtllty. 

The Yale Scientific Mimtkly, . Lloyd W. Smith, '95 S. 

"Hence, /'=JT4/ — " 

— ralr StUnHJU Manlhty. 
The Green MouataiD State, . James F. Hooker, '95 

"The great pie bell of New England."— J?M/fan/^i>&'n^. 

Among those present were : Professor Cook, W. H. Bishop, 
'67. Dr. Phelps, '87, L. S. Welch, '89. H. W. Wells, '89, A. W. 
Colton, '90, R. H. Nichols, '94, E. B. Reed, '94, R. S. Baldwin, 
'95, F. S. Butterworth, '95, J. E. Cooper, '95, Laurens Hamil- 
ton, '95, W. A. Delano, "95, H. N. Hyde, '95, J. F. Hooker, '95, 
R. B. Mason, '95, G. Jacobus, '95, J. G. Mitchell, '95, H. O. 
Miller, '95, H. I. Parsons, '95, W. A. Moore, '95, L. W. Smith, 
'95 S., J. H. Richards, '95, B. I. Spock, '95. 

Election of Y. M. C. A. Oncers. 
The annual meeting of the Young Men's Christian Associa- 
tion for the election of officers was held in Dwight Hall, April 
ist. The following men were elected to serve for the ensuing 
year; President, T. F. Archbald, '96 ; ist Vice-president, H. S. 
Coffin, '97 ; 2d Vice-president, H. L. McGee, '96 S.; Treasurer, 
J. C, HoUister, '96 ; Recording Secretary, H. D. Gallaudet, 
'98. Richard C, Morse, '62, whose term on the Advisory com- 
mittee had expired, was re-elected, as was also the General 
Secretary, W, H. Sallmon, '94. 

Base Ball Games. 
The base ball scores up to date are : March 30th, Wesleyaa 
2, Yale 14. 
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A book which will meet with a heartj reception here is Harper's " Fotir 
American Universities." Tba article on Harvard is contributed by Chailes 
Eliot Norton, that on Yale bj Arthur T. Hadley, Columbia is discussed b)r 
Brander Matthews, and Princeton bj William T. Sloan. The book is hand- 
somely arranged, the binding strong and durable, and the printing excellent. 
In his well balanced article on Yale, which appeared in Harft^s Magannt 
several weeks ago. Professor Hadle; approaches the subject almost 
entirely from the faculty standpoint, in marked distinction to Professor Nor- 
ton, whose attitude is warmly undergraduate throughout. Professor Hadley, 
however, inserts a page or two of purely college talk that is rare reading. 
His treatment is almost whoUyon the growth and expansion of the Univer- 
sity, giving us an interesting account of the various departments, with their 
individual excellencies and demerits. He contributes a full discussion of 
the demands on the college occasioned by the " varying intellectual neces- 
sities of modern life." What he has to say on democracy here, and on the 
right appreciation of capacity is unusually sound. " All the traditions of 
Yale's social life work in the direction of valuing men for their character 

rather than their money or their antecedents There Is a respect for 

work here, and a respect for unselfishness — a respect for all that constitutes 
a gentleman In the best sense — that renders futile any attempt to make 
money take the place of character, or social antecedents take the place of 
social qualities." Professor Hadley's article is written with the very high- 
est degree of appreciation of the things that will realty make Yale a leader 
in the coming years, and with the fairest kind of discussion of the thinj^s 
that constitute its weakness at the present. 

Professor Sloane's article aa Princeton is exceedingly interesting. He 
takes a " bail fellow well met " stand in regard to athletics, recognizing their 
extraordinary influence in building up a modern university, and the con- 
trast is noticeable between what he has to say and the remarks of the Har- 
vard contributor. 

The volume is illustrated profusely, a large "bird's-eye view" accom- 
panies each article, taken from .^ar^pcr'j H'f^^tfy of the past few years. The 
illustrations of Harvard and Yale are not so good as could be wished — the 
contrast which (he wood-cuts of Farnam and Battell and old South Middle 
present, as compared with the artistic pen and Ink sketches of Princeton's 
university, is marked. The book is well worth purchasing, however, and as 
a comparative study of our four greatest educational institutions is well 
worth a place in every Yale man's library. 

An ItttreductioH la the Study of EngHsh FUtiBH. By William E. Siraonds. 

Boston: D. C. Heath & Co. 

In Professor Simond's little treatise on the rise of the novel, we have a 
comprehensive view ol the whole range of fiction. Starting with the early 
24 
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English stot7-(cller>i tlie study is brought to the pieseni daj, considerable 
attention being paid to the earlier real novelists and to the latter day realists. 
More than a proportionate appreciation \% accorded to De Foe. for, however 
great his navels may appear Co tbe scholar, it is certainly true that the writ- 
ers who iaimedlaielj follow him stand much higher in popular recognition. 
Fielding, on the other hand, suffers severely al the hands of Professor 
Simonds. 

Wo have rarely read so fair a judgment of the "Triumverate of Genius" 
as Professor Simonds advances in his remarks on Thackeray, Dickens and 
George Eliot. The French latter-day naturalists are handled without gloves 
and Bmile Zola comes in for his fair share of the pummeling. Tolstoi is 
given his full recognition, and Ibsen fares as honorably. With these three 
great exponents of the French, Russian and Norwegian literatures, Professor 
Simonds deals fairly and squarely, and makes what were otherwise a read- 
able book, one that is commendable to the last degree. His remarks on 
realism and the novel of the future are radical, and seem to point to an era 
that will surpass in art and dramatic construction, dealing with common life 
and common experiences as it will, any age thai has preceded. At the end 
of his critical papers Professor Simons adds a series of selections from vari- 
ous writers up to Sterne and Smollett. A handy index completes the vol- 



' Moses Coit Tyler. New Vork : G. P. Put- 
Prof. Moses Coit Tyler's " Three Men of Letters " is a Yale book for Yale 
men. It is a group of three monographs on Bishop Berkeley, Timothy Dwight 
and Joel Barlow. It comes as a snrprise to those of us who have always asso- 
ciated Dean Swift and Horace Walpole with the rather shadowy days of the 
Kit Cat Club, to find those revered and very reverend personages assume 
an earthly garb and actually come in touch with the world with which we are 
familiar. Professor Tylec, who is a Yale man himself, and who now occu- 
pies the position of professor of American history at Cornell University, 
has brought his three characters before us very vividly. 

Of Bishop Berkeley, whose influence has been so deep and so lasting in 
the college, Professor Tyler gives us an appreciative and most interesting 
sketch. The prises established here, the scholarships, the gifts of books lo 
the library, the later memorial window, and the new building which bears 
his name, all bring George Berkeley before us and claim as well our 
respect as our gratitude. 

In his monograph on President Dwight, Professor Tyler has given full 
rein to his facetiousness. It would be well if some of those of later gener. 
ation, who groan and chafe under the despotism of our rulers, would read 
the life of President Dwight. It would edify some of us moderns to peruse 
the ways and manners of the life at early Yale. Professor Tyler says: 
"The students were, indeed, not required to beat their morning devotions in 
the chapel earlier than half-past five o'clock in winter, or than half-past 
four in summer." This being not enough for our worthy president, be 
" betook himself from bed every moraing in limeto construe, before chapel. 
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a huDdred Hues of Homer." He studied (we are lold) fouileen hours a day. 
Having " wrought " for a period less fiercely than usual (we presume on thir- 
teen hours and a half) " goaded by remorse, he roused himself against everj 
form of self-indulgence for the future." He caicuUled his diet down to so 
nice a point thai his" most luxurious meal " consisted of just twelve mouth- 
fuls. We are not surprised to learn of the " nineteen hard attacks of colic " 
which followed this, "in the course of two months," and by which he was 
reduced " nearly to a skeleton." This would have brought this mortal strife 
to a cessalion for most earthly tabernacles, but for President Dwight, as our 
author tells us, "to die at this time, he was not." Great as the worthy 
President doubtless was, we are rather more amused than edified to read the 
account Professor Tyler has set down. Id his own words there are " on 
thi; planet few spectacles more provocative of the melancholy and pallid 
form of mirth." 

In his closing sketch of Joel Barlow. Professor Tyler is most happy, and 
we caD only have the supremest admiration for him for his deep reading in 
the American classics. The LtT. chuckles with inward satisfaction (o find 
its name in the list of authorities cited. 

Daughitr. 

Boston 

Whether history should be taught as history or Instilled in our youth by 
coupling it with romantic characters more or less historical and a pleasing 
style, has long been a debatable question. For many years Charles Carleton 
Coffin has been an ardent exponent of the latter method, and in his latest 
work he once more gives us an interesting as well a 
pre- Revolutionary days. Mr. Coffin calls it an "1 
the thread of romantic action running through his book is decidedly tame 
and artificial. We cannot help feeling that the characters are merely 
thrown in to add interest to history already sulficlently exciting. The effect 
of having the glamor of romance thrown over the staid old heroes and hero- 
ines of our Revolution, romantic as they undoubtedljr were, Is decidedly dis- 
tasteful to the reader. It strikes us that Mr. Coffin in this work has low- 
ered the dignity of true history, nor has he given us an historical novel of 
lasting merit. In endeavoring to unite history and fiction in a highly delec- 
table manner, he has succeeded only in striking the fatal "middle course," 
the bane of both history and romance. " The Daughters of the Revolution " 
is not Mr. Coffin's first attempt in this line of historical literature, and we 
believe he has In no way reached the high level of " The Boys of '76." The 
book is tastefully bound and the illustrations and printing excellent — in 
fact it is just the son of book we should expect from the house in which it 
Is published. p. 

In Stevenson's Samoa. By Marie Fraser, New York : Macmillan & Co. 
80 cents. 

The recent and tragic death of Robert Louis Stevenson, at his South 
Pacific home, has aroused considerable interest concerning the idiosyncra- 
sies of this eccentric novelist and poet. Marie Fraser has undertaken to 
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describe the Samoan home and surroundin^of Stevenson and his wife, and 
has succeeded admiiably. Tbe book is written in an allractive style, and 
the customs and peculiarities of the native Samoaos are very vividly 
described, Stevenson himself appears in the narralive at less frequent 
intervals (ban we should desire, but the work is fairly stocked with charm- 
ing incidents and anecdotes illustrative of the pure and lovely character of 
the roan. Tbe book will be of much interest to all lovers of Stevenson. 
The press work is excellent, and the binding is very neat and attractive, 
which in themselves greatly increase its pleasure and value to the general 

Apropos of Stevenson the current number of the Atlantic contains a poem 
by Owen Wister, " In Memoriam Stevenson ;" 

" Life's Angel shining sat in his high place 

To view the lands and waters of his globe ; 
A leaning Shape came through the fields of space, 
Stealthy, and touched the hem of his while robe. 
" The Angel turned ; Brother, what ill brings thee 
Like thieving night to trespass on my day? 
Yonder. Death answered him, I cannot see ; 

Yonder I take this star to light my way." p. 



The modern town o[ Blois furnishes a setting for a very readable novel 
by Helen Choate Prince. "The S to ty of Christine Rochefort" opens with 
a unique device which the author calls an " overture." This gives us a 
glimpse of a few historic court romances at the ancient Blois, to let the old 
atmosphere, as she says, " penetrate unconsciously into my tale, like the 
■cent of a dead rose." The plot runs rather close along the lines of " Mar. 
cella," sometimes crossing them and again following along in them. There 
is the girl Christine — the giil with ideas ; or perhaps better without ideas 
until the lack is supplied by a young, handsome and enthusiastic anarch- 
ist. This man's talks with Christine, and his anarchist meetings, give the 
author a chance to expound the old anarchistic doctrines. Then, to refute 
them, she makes use of Christine's indulgent husband, a man of sound 
though never harsh business principles; of an old Abbfi ; and most con- 
clusive of all, the results of an anarchist outbreak in Blois. This has given 
her an opportunity for some very clever pictures of a community suffering 
under a strike; maddened employees; starving children and frenzied 
women : and at last the murder of Martel, the agitator. His theories put in 
practice have had sad results. It is the girl marrying young, soon after to 
have her experience and heart-drama ; then the final awakening (o the 
deserts and rich love of a forgiving husband. The story has its interest, 
but there are many belter and stronger treatments of the same theme. 

Mrs. Prince is the granddaughter of Kufus Choate, and the fact lends an 
additional Interest to the work. The joining together of the forces of labor 
and capital is the author's test, and as an exposition of that most trouble- 
some of all social questions the book merits attention, o. 
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"Municipal Reform Movements in the United States " is unquestionably 
an able exposition of the piesent condition of our citj governments, and of 
the efforts that are making for their reformation. Opening with a vigorous 
chapter bj Dr. Parkhurst, it proceeds to describe the general movement 
which has arisen in the last two years, known as the "Civil Renaissance." 
The remainder of the book is taken up with an enumeration and brief 
sketch of the principal reform organizations in different parts of the 
country, with special attention to their methods of work. But this is the 
extent of its treatment of municipal reform. We had expected a compre- 
hensive study of the subject, a strict examination of the cause of the pres- 
ent Slate of city governments, in short some new light upon a perplexing 
problem. Instead we are confronted with a mass of details regarding a set 
of or^nizations whose existence adds nothing to our understanding of the 
Bubject. As a book of refereuce, however, the present volume is invalu- 
able, s. 

N Japan. By Lafcadio Hearn. 

Mr. Hearn needs no introduction. His former work in this most delight- 
ful, yet most unfamiliar of fields, has endeared him to innumerable readers. 
In " Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan " be struck at once a keynote, and one 
that seemed to have the truest ring, one thai he has deepened and intensi- 
fied in bis latest book. 

"Out of the East" is a collection of "Reveries and Studies in New 
Japan," as the author calls it, In it be writes with the most perfect artistic 
skill, grouping his words and phrases in such a wholly delightful maaa«r 
that the reader who takes it up cannot desist until he has gone through it, 
and even more, has reread part of it. All through the book rolls the blue — 
the " marvelous blue " of the east, " like that which comes and goes in the 
heart of a great shell." All alons in the reading come faint imaginings of 
the rice-fields and plains "all turning yellow with the blossoming of the 
naian£, ... all lilac with the flowering of the gengebana." One feels 
the atmosphere of the place, the heat of the summer day, the ceaseless far- 
away throbs of the kettle drums beating for rain. Mr. Hearn has the rare 
faculty of placing the reader in the scene, of lifting him out of himself and 
making him live as he likes, in the land of the Dragon King. In such a 
sentence as this he takes us captive : " And behind a yet unwearied runner 
1 fled away into the enormous blaze — in the direction of the great drums." 

In bis first chapter, Mr. Hearn tells the very beautiful story of Urashima, 
the fisher boy who loved the Daughter of the God of the Sea. Through all 
the work are strewn little lyrics in prose that captivate. We have read noth- 
ing so simple, so sweet, yet so pathetic, in a long while, as " Out of the 
East" 

Mixed with all the poetry and the legends, and the realistic stories, Mr. 
Hearn weaves a thoughtful web. He is very fond of pbilosophlziog, of 
meditating, of falling into a day dream In the midst of practical work. He 
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taaa some very strong Ideas on the venturesome, almost impudent attitude 
of tiie west in his island home. He resents the attempts of occidental civil- 
izers to make over old Japan into something new and alien to her nature. 
He attacks western artists vigorously for presuming to teach the Japanese 
the art of painting, and even goes so far as to state (and what he says will 
■hock old puritan New England) that missions are a had thing for Japan. 
The chapter on the jiujutsu presents a most extraordinary method of 
wrestling, where the expert will " conquer by yielding," A Japanese 
skilled in the jiujutsu will disable the strongest oponent in the twinkling 

Altogether we are greatly pleased with Lafcadio Hearn, and commend 
his book to the readers of the Lit. as a most praisworthf performance. 



Anthony Hope's Father Stafford comes to us from Neely, Chicago. It is 
written in a clever, heartless, flippant and yet readable way, and can be 
bought in Neely's Prismatic Library for fifty cents. 

We also have from the same publisher as the last, Mr. Robi. W. Cham- 
bers' latest nightmare, with the curiosity-provoking title of The JCing in 

YtUinv. There is a good deal of excellent writing in the volume, but withal 
It Is extremely horrible. It is not at all a difficult thing to construct such a 
grewsome conglomeration as Mr.Cbambers has perpetrated. AH one needs 
Is a black cat vrith livid green eyes and an irrepressible tendency to jump 
on the human shoulders and place his mystic mark on the neck of the afore- 
said individual — a free use of Sre, one or two ghosts, a full knowledge of 
the synonyms of the word " awful," and power to push the pen. Mr. Cham- 
bers has all these, but we are afraid that atop of all he has an imagination 
whose muse is Indigestion. In the words of the poet : " Avaunt, we've 
had enough !" 

We And to our chagrin that we have a few more things to learn. The 
Beakman for March, in its very first utterance, informs us that " Henry 
Esmond, aa 9ur readers art avian, is laid among the scenes and characters 
of Old Virginia." We are very much interested In this disclosure of Tht 
BofkmaH. It shows unusual penetration, as well as the widest reading. 
When our esteemed exchange has any more such tid-bits of literary gossip 
to impart, we would be greatly obliged if they would accompany the parcel 
with a moderate-si led salt cellar. 



Tht Eiieniial Man. By George C. Cressey. Boston ; Geo. H. Ellis Co. 
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EDITOR'S TABLE. 

" Htn't Icokimg alyou." 

The good Saint Elihu. much abused of late, tetiTes modeatl]' into his 
niche to make room for a downy brood who stand cap in hand awaiting his 
departure. Farewell, reverend sir ! They leil us you were a veritable 
Boss Ciolier in your early days and there are some who assert that you look 
down from your saintly sbrlne in Alunini Hall upon cribbiag, etc. (spoken 
nito itv/] with never a blush. 

Alas! how many smiling salutatories, wordy soliloquies, tearful valedic- 
tories have those calm, immobile features looked down upon [ (and will look 
down upon). Oh the pretty love ballads, the rondeaus, (he triolets and 
what not ! Who can measure the hearts that have been won oi broken, the 
beakers that have been drained to fond, adoring eyes under the good Saint's 
convivial nose and within these pages? Somehow I caught the rustle of 
Dorothy's Spring gown this very moment and saw her pretty ankles go 
twinkling off the margin of this paper and I insist that I can yet hear the 
lilt of her laughter like fairy bells atune (you can scan that line.) She 
should be (he presiding genius of this sanctum if I had my way. 

The charming thing about Dorothy is that her nose is neither snub nor 
Roman, nor Is her h'aii yellow or brown, and as for her eyes — well, it is juat 
as you like, friend Collegiaus. If yon will but sing her praises — the real, 
old-fasbioned Dorothy, not a modern, artificial, tailor-made girl — your 
■ongt shall be duly clipped and recorded. 

" Sing it, sing it (awny (hroat 

And through the summer long, 
The wind among the clover tops 
And brooks for all their silvery slops 
Shall envy you (he song." 

Mr. Aldricb wrote that, p/ count. He knows Dorothy, — Lord bless you, 
yes ! Are your glasses filled, gentlemen ? Then, here's to the rose of girl, 
hood— Dorothy, and one more in which that jolty devil. Saint Elihu, shall join 
for al] his shadowy background and bis austere countenance. And so fel- 
low Collegians — "here's looking at you." 



ON A KOUAN TBAR-VA8B. 

O little vase of glass, encrusted o'er 
With pale gray ashes, choked thy slender shell 
With dust wherein the brea(h of life did dwell 
Long since ; as children on the level shore 
List from a hollow conch the ocean roar. 
We gaie on thee, and hear the heave and swell 
Of time, thy silU, small utterance doth tell 
Of (he great sea, when time shall be no more. 
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Old sunshine, gladness of Horalion days 
This beaker from Its broken margin thrills 
Hj colder, northern blood like springs that fall 
Quick-bubbling from beneath the roadside wall, 
Telling of clouds and rain among the bills 
Far hence ; thou riseat by our modem ways, 

— Natscm Lit. 



The iDoroiog sunlight floods an ice-seamed plain. 
Where faded, frozen grasses atifflj stand, 
. Frost-sprinkled o'er ; high-stacked on either hand. 
Brown cones from summer's largess jet remain. 
Mid-ocean's hue yon pool's free waters feign, 
In ripples blowing to the hoar-fringed land. 
On bluest skies thin vapor-shapes expand. 
That melt beneath the day-god's steady rain. 
Save here and there a coterie of crows, 
Upwinging, startled, from aome grewsome feast. 
No living habitant the scene disturbs. — 
Yet, poising silver-white above the snows, 
A kingly sea-gull from the shivering East 
As to admire, his course aerial curbs. 

— The Ta/bmitm. 

A PEIMROSE SONG, 

There's a whisper of promise astir in the breeze 
And a quiver of new-guessed joy in the trees. 
And an eager, tiptoe delight under these. 

There's a gleam of the sun out over the grass, 
A joyoDS touch of its rays in the dew ; 

Back flashes a laugh 

In the Earth's behalf 
And the primrose suns shine out anew. 
Nod, and smile, " We are rifts, are rifts. 
Where the gold of the Earth's true heart glints through." 

There's a whirr of wings in the sun-flooded air. 
And a sudden sparkle of song in the tree, 
And a ^ad, glad word 
Flung abroad by a bird 
That rejoices aloft, " Oh see, oh see ! 
How the primrose flowers are awake, awake. 
Glowing their sunshine greetings at me ! " 

— Univ. tf Cal. Magagine. 
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" Our increasing trade it a ean^HmeHI to mr Caadt." 

See 

HaNAN & SON'S 

On 

Every 
Student. 

86 church street. 

W E have everything to fUmish your room comfort- 
ably. Oup Prices are low. 



CO-OP. DISCOUNT. 



FREDERICK A. AVERILL 
3i Student Outfitter tm- 

750 to 763 Chapel St., - New Haven, Conn. 
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CARPET WAREROOMS. 

A SAFE AND RELIABLE PLACE TO BUY. 

H. B. PERRY, - 914 Chapel Street. 



STXANGESS. 

Beueatb the same four walls one siormj night. 
Two men sought shelter from the wind Knd rain. 
And while they wailed dawning of the light, 
Death's feai upon them, spoke out heart (a heart. 
When morning broke, the wanderers took their way. 
Night's brief companionship appeared a dream. 
They pass as strangers in the world to-day, 
Each sayirig of the other " He forgets." 

^Smilk Calltgi Mentkly. 



ROBT LANGDALE & CO., 

Tailors amd Importiers, 

103 Orange Street, New Haren, Conn. 

Seoond Door Soutli of Chapel Street. 
CO-OPERATIVE DISCOUNT ALLOWED. 

THE DOLE BROS. CO., 

Offil Smill ilMIC GOODS SME i CIII, 

1093 CHAPEL STBEET. 
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THE TREAT & SHEPAED CO., 
Wholesale and Retail Music House, 

IMPORTEliS OF SMALL INSTRUMENTS AND STRINGS, 

Sheet Galtara, 



Books. TloUni, 

''**■' SCiinvi ta 

OrctaeatTK 

Oreat 
and ntUtarr 

Band!. Tartetr. 

BtAte Agents for Mathubhik PtAHoa. and the WAgaHCRN OniTARMid Hamdoum. 

New Pianos to Rent. New Hnsic Ordered Eiei; Daj. 
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PACH BROTHERS, 
College Photographers, 

936 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 

USBANITY IS THE PRIME FACTOR OF 

J. H. GRIFFIN'S TONSORIAL ROOMS 

9Hi CHAPEL ST., Under the New Haven House. 



AN OUTBURST, 
The name applied is ceatiter--mHght, 

Bui to call it that is folly, 
For it's a case of lealk tr wait 

Since they've put on (he trolley. 



MACKINTOSHES .-. A .-. SPECIALTY 

eOODYKAR RUBBER STORE, 
866 Oiapel Street. F. C. TUTTZM, Prop'r. 

C. LAUBER, 

CIGARS AND TOBACCO, 

735 Chapel Street. 

A Fin. Coll.otlon ot Pip... 

BOOK AND JOB PRINTER. 

Digesta Printed *t Low Rates. 

FINE BOOK WORK A SPECIALTY. 

908 Grand Avenue. 
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J. J. KBAFT, 

Merchant Tailor, 

Se Center Street, NEW HAVEN, CONN. 

THE BATSON TAILORING CO., 

96 CROWN STREET. 

POPULAR PRICED TAILORS. 

Tour Clalhlug oiled fen WeeU;. Cleuied, Pressed. Repaired ud Ddlvsred. 
TlckBiB tl.OO to M.OO »«r nenlh. 

SCHNEIDER, Barber to tbe Yale Co-OperatiYe Association. 



The bicyclienne in ber bloomers gaj 
Conplacently went o'er Ihe dustj waj. 
" Look at the pants I " was the hue and cry, 
That caroB from the lips of the passers by. 
The girl was vexed at the rude address, 
And made up her mind to seek redress. 

— Tht BruHoniaH, 



07 BROADWAY. 

Heodqaarters for Student Boarding at $3.50 per Week, 

B. a. WRIGHT, Pr/tprt.tor. 

92 CROWN STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN. 

BOOKS, OOINra" and STAMPS. 

Sohool and Collese lezt^oiAa, Nnr and Second Hand, Sought and Sold. 



,y Google 



6 Yale Lit. Advertiser. 

H. B. ARMSTRONG & CO., 

S», 91, 93, 95 and 97 ORAlfQB ST. 

Oarpets, Furniture, Upholstery, 

WESBOW ANI DOOa DKAPERIBa, BUSS ABD MATS. 

Furnishing of Students' Booms a Specialty. 

WINDOW SEATS AMD CUSHIONS. 
CO-OPERATIVE DISCOUNT GIVEN TO STUDENTS. 

BROOES & CO., Chapel cor. State St. 

Dunlap's 

Heath & Co*5 
Christy's 

A. J. White's 



HATS 



DRESS SUIT CASES. 



His first jear at college 
Marked gains ia his knowledge 
Bejond mother's best hopes and wishes ; 
For up in the Lab., 
Though he made a poor stab. 
He learned there, at least, to wash dishes. 

~TAt Tec A. 



703 Chapel Street, 

General Western Ticket Agents, 

LOWEST RATES TO ALL POINTS. 

Special Attention given to Securing FI rat-Class Acoommoda- 

tlons for Students. 

BAGGAGE CHECKED FROM BOOM TO DESTINATION. 

■11 fint-clus Stemnstilp Lines. Including Americiin, Canu-d, Whits Stu, Red 
Man to Europe. Oc«a S. S. Co., Clyde S. S. Co. »ad Millofy to FloridL 
Old Dominion S. S. Co. to Old Point ComfoTt and Richmond. 
Agent. Cook'a Tout* to all puu of the world. 
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^ JewellePvtovJfale Nf 
834 %\i!^z\ Jb. 

VERU BICYCLE and RUBBER STORE. 
ise-iss ouang-e sx»eex. 

BILLY'S TALE LEMONADES. 

126 Park Street. 

XOSES Buys Old Clothes and FafS the Best Price. 

TTTAT SEXXUCS IX. 

JULIUS NEGBAUR, 
BmRTtOKLA-JfT T^^ILOH, 

1068 Olupal Stnst, • Nbt Eaven, Oona. 

Dlr«ct Impnter af 8r«el>l FatMn*. 
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HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO. 

NEW BIOGRAPHIES. 

(SECOND EDITION.) 



John Greenleaf WhitUer. 

Life and Letters. Bv Samuel T. 

PiCKARD. With 7 Porttaits and 

Views. Second Edttion. a vols., 

crowD Svo, gilt lop. $4.00. 

"A model of blo^aphy and of care- 
ful editiag of tbe papers left bjr tbe 
greatest of New England poets, the 
poet who fai beyond any other inter- 

FTeted the New England thought. 
Ife and conscience of his lime?— 
Sottan AdDirtiser. 

George WUlUm Curtis. 

Br Edwasd Caby. In "American 
Men of Letters " Series. With a 
Portrait. Seeend Editien. l6mo, 
|l.as. 

" Mr. Gary has done his difficult 
task with rare delicacy and skill, and 
his volume deserves the widest read- 
ing," — lileraty World. 

Familiar Lelters at Thoreau. 

Edited with an Introduction and 
Notes, by Frank B. Sanborn. 
Uniform with the Riverside Edi- 
tion of Thoreau's Works, With a 
full Index, Second Edition. Crown 
Svo, gilt lop, I1.50. 
"A very real andpalaiable addition 
to the feast spread by Emerson and 
the fresh dishes from Thoreau's larder 
which have been added thereunto." 
— T/u Nation. New York. 

Sir Walter Scott. 

Familiar Letters, With a fine Steel 
Portrait of Scotl and an Auto- 
graphic Plan of Abbottford. Sec- 
ond Edition, a vols.. Svo, gill lop, 
»6.oo. 
" In perusing these fascinating 

fiages we seem to tive Sir Walter's 
ife over again along with him."— 
London Tilegrapk. 



■aria Edgswortb. 

Life and Letters. By Augustus T. 

C. Harb, With Portrait and View 

of her Home, a vols., crown Svo, 

gilt lop, ^.00. 

"An abundance of material that is 
worthy of preservation, both for Its 
Innate literary qualities and for its 
wealth of discriminating reference to 
great men and women of the last cen- 
tury." — Chicago Jbu mal. 

" Merely to read her letters is to 
tidy up one's mind."— Ti* Speaket, 

Luo; Laroom. 

Life, Letters, and Diary. By Rev. 

Daniel D. Addison. With a fine 

new Portrait, TAird Edttion. l6mo, 

$[.85. 

"The story of one of the most at- 
tractive and unique women of our 
times. Mr. Addison has used a wise 
discrimination in the seleclion and 
use of his materials ; and we cor- 
dially welcome this biography for tbe 
portrait il gives of one who won the 
esteem and love of so many, both by 
the charm of her writings and the 
beauty of her life." — Chrittian Rigis~ 
ier, Boston. 

Frances Power Cobbe. 

Her Autobiography. With a Por- 
trait and a picture of her home. 
Second Edition, a vols., crown Svo. 
gill lop, $4.00. 

" It is distinctly charming as it is 
exceptional to come upon a writer 
who has lived a long life and joyfully 
acknowledges that it has been a happy 
one. Miss Frances Power Cobbe 
not only belongs to this class, but so 
far as any recent biographer Is con- 
cerned, may be placed at the head of 
iX."— London Telegraph. 



Sold fy all Booksellers. Sent, postpaid, by 

HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO., Boston. 
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JOHN C. MILES. 

ForelKn and Domestic Novelties. 

BXCLUSIVE STYI.es. 

14 Center Street, New Raven, Conn. 



The Chinese orderly called the roll— 

The tourist delighted fell, 
For he felt ia Ihe depths of his Vanlcee soul 

'Twas his old-lime college yell. 



APOTHECARIES HALL, 

ESTABLISHED 1831. 

Surgical Instruments. Trusses. Supporters, 
Elastic Hose, Etc, 

821 Chapel Street, - New Haven, Conn. 

E. J^. 3-ESSr^ER,. 
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COXETER & SON, 

Importing Tailors, 

la OENTER. STREET. 



Special inducements to Students' trade. 



gkniok's puvilegr. 
Last year 1 was a Junior gay, 

And let no man forget it ; 
I used to cut Gym. ever; day, 

Until I found, to my dismay, 
1 had cause to regret it. 

But now that I'm a Senior bold, 

I find myself in clover ; 
For when I stand with foil in hand, 
Director Parker gives command : 

" Now — one, two, three — eul ovtrl 

— BruMoman. 

NEW HAVEN STEAM LAUNDRY, 

13r lOlarh street. 

IBEDERIOE D, OOBB, PrmA. 

EMPIRE DTEXNO AND CLEANING CO., 

Students Olotliea Oleaned, Dfed and Piesaed at Sliort ITotioa. 

OOODS CALLED FOR AND DELIVERED WHEN PROMISED. 

WILLIS N. BUTRICKS, 

CAUSItAS, KODAKS, DKY Pt-ATBS, 

And all Fhotogiapbia Acaeffiorlea. 
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RICHMOND STRAIGHT CUT No. 1 

CIGARETTES. 

Aie made from the brightest, most delicatel]' flavored 
and highest cost Gold Leaf jtrown in Virginia. 
This Is ibe_ old and original brand 



Straight Gut Cigarettes, and was brought out 
by Di in the year 1875, 

Btm»rt 4/ Imilallsiu., ud otMerrB thai the ntu hahi a* iilow i* 
on eTary pickace- 

ALUElSr &c GUN-TER., 

The AMierlcan TolHi«c« 0«., Sneeeaaort BlamUkctnrer, 
BIOHHOND, TIBeiNIA. 



The Agrit sat on a lonelj stump 
And hugged his stomach and side ; 
" I find in fat a gouty old chump 

And be gave me dyspepsia 1" he cried. 

Rid and Blttt ( U. of P.) 

STUDENTS will fiad 

■Hit STE"W-A-KT'S ** 

(Opposite Osbom Hall), 

Very oonvenient for Boarders and Transient Guests. Catering for 
large and small parties. Frirate Dining Rooms, etc. 

CHOICE ICE CREAM AND ICES. 

Call or address, J. "W. STEWART, 

N. B. Superior Cniglne. lOlS Chapel St. 

THE BURGESS FUR AND HAT CO., 

SOLE NEW HAVEN AGENTS FOR 

Fall Styles now ready at 

749 and 761 CHAPEL ST. 

Trunks, Dress Suit Cases, Umbrellas. 

H. GOLDBAUM, 

MERCHANT TAILOR. 

1S8 Elm Street. Opposite Qymnatlum. 
OaiamnMUOB Tleketa fiir Preaatnc Bold Here. 

J. WdnbarE. CuIWt. Fomarlit with Panont, SciUot, gth Ave, N. t. 
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F. A. & D. R. ALLING, 



755 Chapel, 98 East Water Sts. 
KBAONGTON STANDARD jrmWWTBR. 

TYPEWRITER SUPPLIES, 

Kllibi>iu,Pkp«r,OiAaaFap«i,Oopj&oldaiiiet«i,liiitwik 

FIRST CLASS TYPEWRITERS FOR RENT, 

16.00 per Month. 

COMPETENT 8TBN0QRAPHKH8 FUBNTSHBD. 
Stste Agent for "Neoatyle" DupllcatlnK Ap. 

pantus— aiOO Copies from One. 
DtotiUim SliHt te HuUu. liufi CorrMtlf Ospltl. 

JOSEPH E. PLATT, 
CEKSBAj: BSAiMa son COSSEfyncvT, 
37 CENTER ST., NEW HAVEN, CT. 

HOESFALL & EOTHSOHIIiD, 

Hatters and Mens' Outfitters, 

S£SZ£&<r a.<CA.BEBE.S, 

TAJI,OM-XAJ>X! CZOTBIIfO, X^OKINTOBB COAXB, 
SweAtsFB and Oymnuloni Sulu, Foot BaU Snlta, 

TrftiellDg Bsga. I^itber Hit Cuei, Dreu Bnlt Cshi. 

83, 96, 97, 99 ASTLnU STREET, HASTFOBD, OONV. 

TUTTLE, M.OREHOUSE fr TaYLOR, 

PRINTERS AND BOOKBINDERS, 

125 Temple, corner Crown Street, 

NEW HAYEN, conn. 

ppintars of "Tho IJt." 
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PmifFKOT Fit. I-atest Styleb, 

3XE. trjft.COBS, 

^ IMPORTING TAILOR-^ 

SS Center Street, 

NEW HAVEN, CONN. 

f^HFCSr PKIOet. B£»T auAUTIEB. 

Get Your Watches Repaired at 42 Center Street, 
GEO. M. ERHARDT, 

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER. 

p. BOIVNETTE SOHUBBfAIf. 



PFSBoriptioiiB a Speotalcs'. 

Best Soda Water In Town. 

These Cigarettes are absolutely pure, 
f rapl In Corn Hnsl Tiliiii Faier. 

I>o not dry the throat. 

I k I SLICE lOMCCO. 

The fines! Tobacco made for Pipe Smoking, 
y^. .^ J ■ — Coarse cut and mild. Packed in four 

ESTABROOK & EATON, Boston. 
Sold by E. L. JONGS, New Hayen, Conn. 
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Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 

Merchant Tailors i Importers, 

16 West 23rd St., NEW YORK. 

Oppotlta Sth Av«. Hot«l. 



DYEING, SCOURINE, CLEANING AND LAUNDRYING CD, 

Offlca and Works; 33 Broad St., New Haven, Conn. 

Salta or Overeoata Prea*«d and Cleaned, ..... $l>ee 
Traatera '* " .IS 

Long ciperlcnce In thli bualnua giT«i b> tha rKllltlH tor doloE Dor vorfe In ineta > ■unnn' 

All anr work dons sqiuil to arm at iliorl ootlcs. Fall sitli&ctlDn gnumntaM. 
At jnx Ntuit ni at ou A|uti «1U luU. 

Fowrne'a "Gold Tan," . $1.B0 

Fov^ne's " "Cavendish," " 

" Welbeck" and Reindeer. 
ENGLISH COLLARS and CUFFS, and ENGLISH NECKWEAR, 

From Weloh, Margetaon A. Co. 
Mackiatoshet id stock to special measure. 

Panj and Recepiloo Outfits a Specialty. 

oiila.se: &, oo.. 



GLOVES 



WE HAVE DONE 

Tailoring for Yale Men since 1853. 

I. KLEINER & SON, 

Co-op. Tailors, 

707 and 709 Chapel Street, New HaTen, Cona 
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Fall and Wintek Styles in Gkntluixn's 

BUSSET AND BLACK CALF SHOl 

Are in slock. Look over our assortmenl of 

Men's Shoes Costing $4.00, tS.OO and t6.00. 

The New Haven Shoe Company 

OEBtBOLL, BuximzAai: & CO. 

MERCHANT TAILORS. 



64, W And 6» ASYLUM STREET, • • HARTFORD, CONN. 
Pol] Dtms Bulta far Bent. 



You can't come and run on our field. 

We won't play your base ball team, 
For if we did, why, you might beat us, 

And that would spoil our 'cbampion' dream. 
We won't meet you on the water. 

Your fool ball 'leven we won't play ; 
We don't want you, answers Pennsy, 

For praclicly we own the day. 

— Unimrnfy CfttrierfU. of P.J 

PAUL WEIL & SON, 

■rss Obmpel Street, 

Have a variety of " aoOD THINGS." 

TICT TBBM. 

Sboe Works ,-, Sporting Slioes a Specialtj 



(aneceiHor (o OTTO HINTZ.) 

1174 Chapel, comer Park Street. 

E. G. OAKLEY. 

OOENEB TEMPLE AHD OEHTEB STEEETS. 
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\ NEW HATEK. COBN.. ( MBW York, 

St»kii» I l««a in*. ll»tCh«pel street. «„r«,,™,. J !' B"t Boyont«Bnth Str 

»*»»" r AHK ARBOR, MICH., SalMMBml^ CHICAOO. 

PDBLIBHER or GENSB PHOTOGRAPHS EJ 
uttmn mTia tn ■ubofi. 

H. RANDALL.s=^ 

Artistic Portraiture. 

AWABDB: 

Kedil u ChlMgo, Photop«ph6rs' AbiqcUHoh o( AmerCc*, ....... um 

Flnt Prize Genre Work, BoltBla. PhoMgnphan' AuociMJon at Amerlu, - . ■ - IM 

rint Prize. Edward L. fniion. flew York Lltv, Ml 

PlUalromBUtiiuui Co.. Rochester. Nev York, IM 

Plstnm bims permuiaoU; In Art Oslleriei of Mnnlcb, Firla ud London, I8M. 

Y^LE IvdElSr, 

SUBSCRIBE FOR YOUR 

Newspapers, Magazines and Periodicals 

lOOe Cluipel street. 

And have Ihem delivered promplly at subscription rates. 
J9itrd's Fine. Stationery our specialty. Vititirig Carda Enyraved. 

YALE MEN 

Are cordially invited to step in and exa.mine our stock of 

n^E "wooi^ENs Arr i^<yw piu[OE». 
Xj- IDE -^IT-^f^, 

FORMERLY CUTTER WITH JOHN MILES, 

LADIES' AND GENTLEMEN'S IMPORTING TAILOR, 

1070 Chapel Street, - New Haven, Conn. 

The Levi C. Gilbert Co., 
HICKORY WOOD. ® COAL FOR GRATES. 

89 Oliiiroli Street. 
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SWBATKRS, 

For Men and Boys. 

HANDKNIT LAMB'S WOOL 
SWEATERS, 

In black, navy, white, garnet and gray, 
for Boys up to 32 inch sizes, 

S1.50; 

For Men, all sizes, 

82.00. 

STRAWBRIDGE & CLOTHIER, 

PHILADELPHIA. 



Webster's International 
' Di^ionary 

A complete revltton of the well knoim TTiu- 
brldged. Tbongh It 1* a new buok It has been 
WBrmlj- oonunended 1>; Jadgeii of the 17. B. 
Sapreme Court, br every State gnperlntendent 
ot School! in office llnce Its pabUcatlon, by Eml- 
oent Authors, College Fresldeota, and Edaca- 
tora almost without namber. It is rocoKDlied 
as Standard Anthority by the C S. Oovemment 
PrtntluB Office, and is the Standard to which 
nearly aU Sehoolbooki adhere. 



: la the One Oreat Standard Antliorlty 

tlH pertKtJon or CUctlonuiH;" » wrIUa Jnntoe Bnmrof Ibe 
Bd UbUK SnpmiK Conil, obo voices tlia general HDCment. 
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THE GONNEGTIGDT MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE GO. 



Assets, »61,363,404.61. Surplus, $6,448,037.87. 



lis members are its advocates and friends, and justly so, as 
they note the constant care of their interests, the steady in- 
crease in assets and surplus, the small expense ratios, the 
decreasing annual cost of their insurances, and the prompt 
payment of every lawful claim. The company is purely mutual 
in its organization and control ; its contracts are carried at 
the lowest practicable cost ; and, with assets of $61,363,404, 
and a clear surplus, by the company's voluntarily assumed 
and extra high standard of solvency, of $6,448,027 behind 
them, they are absolutely certain of fulfillment. 



Jacob L. Geeene, Prest. Edward M. Bunce, Sec, 

JoHM M. Taylor, V.-Prest. Daniel H. Wells, Actuary. 



DENISON B. TUCKER, General Agent. 

70 OEDBOE STBEET, - - HEW HATEIT, OONIT. 

THE WARNER WARNER HALL 

Apartmeats, and Bestanrant, 

BlessBtlr VUMd ap, For Balla, Oon«*rU, 

■team Beste4, BmnqneU, «t«. 

Electric Elevator, etc. EVERT CONVENIENCE, 

Rooma, (3 lo I15 per mek. Price Is *<> V50 P*^ d*?- 

H . o w 

H ^ ^ S 

^2 S 9 
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MORSE & PFEIFFER, 
Merchant Tailors, 

19 OEirrEB STBEET, MW EATEET, OOnV. 



phoenh idtdal life disdraiige gohpamy, 

OP HARTFORD, CONN., 

Was organized in 1S51 and has paid to its members since that 

time more than $34,000,000.00, and now holds over 

$10,000,000.00 of well invested assets. 

In every year of the past five, its PREMIUM INCOME, 
ASSETS, NEW BUSINESS and MEMBERSHIP have IN- 
CREASED. 

Its policies are clear, liberal and safe. No business is more 
honorable than Life Insurance and no Company more desir- 
able for Yale men to work for or insure in than the Phoenix. 

JONATHAN B. BUNCE, President. 

JOHN M. HOLCOMB. Vice-President 

CHAS. H. LAWRENCE, Secretary. 

OSBORN HALL PHARMACY 

D. J. BRENNAN, 

1008 Ohapel Street. 

Pure Drugs and Fine Chemicals! 

PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALTY. 
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OUE FfflE STHTS AITD OVEEOOATS 

That we have made for the Young Men's Trade are full7 equal to Ibe 
best Custom Made. The pdces are about oae-half less. 

C.E. LONGLEY&CO., 

101, 103 and 105 Church Street, 

NEW HAVEN. CONN. 

The Largest ClotMng Bmise in the State, 

ELIASHT" GLOUSKI N, 
Diamonds, Watches, docks and Jewelry, 

PRACTICAL WATCHMAKER AND JEWELER. 



Money Loaned on Personal Property at lovr mtea. 
1 52 ELM STREET, - - NEW HAVEN, CONN. 

OppoBltfl New Tile GynmuEom. 

BOYS AND GIKLS. 

" Boys will be boys," they used to sav 

When the young 'uns made a noise, 

The saying's quite reversed to-day ; 

Now it's "Girls will be boys." 

— BruHonian. 



F. A. CORBIN, 

1000 CHAPEL ST., New Haven, Coim. 
THE WARNER HALL BARBER SHOP, 
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GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 

THE GREAT 

INTERNATIONAL ROUTE 

PASSING THROUGH THE STATES OF 

Maine, 

New Hampshire, 
Vermont, 

Michigan, 

Indiana and into Illinois. 

THROUGH THE PROVINCES OF QUEBEC AND ONTARIO. 
TO THE WORLD-RENOWNED VICTORIA BRIDGE 

At 3WEON-TR.EAL, 

AND 

PASSING THROUGH THE GREAT ST. CLAIR TUNNEL 

BBTWEEN 

SASNU, OFTABIO, AND FOBT HDBON, UioMean. 
For information as to Fares, Tickets, etc., apply to any Ticket Agent 



N. J. eSAGE, a. T. BELL, 

Din. Pass. Agent, Boston. Aest, Qoiu Fast. Agent, Uontieal. 
K. J. POWER, 

Gen. Fan. Agent, Uontnal 



Digitized by Google 
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